THE   BURNING   SECRET

The telephone buzzed in the neighbouring room.
His mother answered the call. "Yes ... Edgar's come,..
it's all right . . ." Why was she not furious with him,
he wondered. Her dear eyes caressed him with a strange
expression. His immediate impulse was to disregard all
the coddling his Grannie and his Aunt Bertha were
lavishing upon him and to throw himself into Mummy's
arms, to tell her how sorry he was, to promise anything
she liked. He got up. But Grannie asked in alarm:

"Where are you going, pet?5'

Anxious, were they, if he so much as moved? They
fancied he was running away again. So he had given
them all a jolly good fright? How could he ever make
them understand that no one regretted this flight so
much as he.

They served him an impromptu supper. Grannie sat
by him, and never took her eyes off him. She and
Auntie and the maid formed a loving circle round him.
The warmth of their affection solaced him marvellously.
But why was his mother not present? He felt uneasy at
her absence. If she could only guess how utterly crushed
he was . . .

A carriage drew up outside. Grannie left the room.
Amid a medley of voices he recognized his father's.
Auntie and the maid had also gone out into the hall.
Edgar was again alone, and again he was frightened by
solitude. His father had always treated the boy with the
utmost severity, and had made himself feared. Now
Edgar listened to his father's voice on the other side of
the door. He appeared to be excited, and spoke in loud
and angry tones. Grannie and Mummy seemed to be
using their best endeavours to appease him. Resolute
footsteps approached. The door opened.

Herr Blumental was a very tall man, so that Edgar
felt as tiny as a doll when he was asked, in a harsh
voice:
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